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Seems Like Old Times 


It was the same as always there 
in the drugstore. The jukebox go- 
ing, kids coming in for a coke and 
to see the gang, the air of relaxation 
after a day in school, the discussions 
of tomorrow's football game, the 
gossip, and the feeling of careless 
gaiety one finds in a place hallowed 
by the presence of people who are 
young. Carolyn absentmindedly 
watched the scene as she sat and 
waited for Burke. She had done just 
that so many times before. But now 
the very sameness was diffused with 
an element of strangeness. She was 
experiencing a vague, undefinable 
sense of difference that made her no 
longer a part of the gay young crowd 
that swarmed around her. Someone 
stopped at the booth. 

"Hi, Carolyn. How's college?" 

"Just fine, honeychile. Sure miss 
being up at the old high school 
though." The words sounded hol- 
low and meaningless, empty of the 
friendliness and sincerity with which 
she had tried to instill them. 

"We sure miss having you. Seems 
kinda funny without you seniors up 
there, without seeing you and Burke 
cutting classes together and every- 
thing. I reckon you feel a little queer 
being so far away this year." 

Carolyn forced a smile. "Yeah. 
We’re both in for the big game to- 
morrow. It’s the first time either of 
us have been home for three months." 

"Sure hope we win. Well, there's 
Suzy. We’re going to a movie. See 
you." 

Left alone Carolyn reflected a 
little sadly that she didn't even know 
who Suzy was. If you could grow 
so far away from your friends and 
town in two months, what would 
four years do for you? Nothing was 
the same anymore; she felt almost 
like a stranger sitting there in spite 
of the friendly greetings tossed her 


By 

Katherine Mayo 

PRIZE-WINNING SHORT STORY 

way by people passing by. All these 
kids seemed so young that it was im- 
possible to believe that only a year 
ago she had been as young, had been 
a part of it all. Now she was sitting 
here vainly trying to shake off the 
feeling of being an onlooker on a 
scene of which she should have been 
a vital part. The dreams that had 
sustained her during the homesick- 
ness of the past two months seemed 
very fiat in the realization. Even 
home was different, smaller, bounded 
on all sides by monotonous famila- 
rity, beloved, but too well-remember- 
ed sameness. 

There was one dream left, how- 
ever. The best of all. Two months — 
or was it two years — ago, she had 
stood and waved good-bye to Burke; 
Burke who had belonged to her for 
almost longer that she could remem- 
ber. The two months during which 
they would be separated had seem- 
ed an eternity then, and now as she 
looked back on it, the time stretched 
even longer. 

Suddenly he was there. Standing 
grinning at her, as if it had been only 
football practice that had kept him. 

"Hello," he said, and sat down op- 
posite her in the booth. 

"Hi." All the greetings she had 
dreamed up those lonely times de- 
serted her now. She grinned feebly 
back at him. 

How funny, she thought, that 
even this is not the same. "You're 
changed," she said. 

"You are too." He looked be- 
wildered. "I thought you would be 
no different, and now you are. It sur- 
prises me. You look older. You look 
a lot older." 

"I feel a lot older." 

"Well, you look a lot older." 

They were silent. All the things 
they had planned to say to each 
other sounded sily as they rehearsed 


them in their minds. 

You can’t tell your dreams to some- 
one you don't know, someone you 
love very much, but who has grown 
beyond you. The drugstore was as 
noisy as ever, but quietness hung 
ghostlike between them. Carolyn 
said, "Don’t they all seem like kids 
running around? They act so 
young." 

"Yeah.” Burke lighted a cigarette 
and smoked in silence. Someone put 
a nickel in the juke-box. The music 
swelled about them . . . "Seems like 
old times, having you to talk with. 
Seems like old times ..." 

"Reckon we’ll win the game to- 
morrow?" Burke asked. 

"Guess so, to tell you the truth 
I don’t care much." Carolyn sighed. 
"It’s funny not to care who wins 
the game I prayed about last year, 
but I don’t. I feel like a grandmother 
or something. I feel like crying." 

"It is different, isn’t it?" he said, 
trying to put into words what they 
couldn’t even think in their minds, 
but only felt. He glanced absently at 
his class ring which she was twisting 
nervously around and around on her 
finger. "Remember when I gave you 
that?" he asked softly. 

"Yeah. It was on the bus after 
school the day we got them. The 
bus was awfully crowded, and we 
were standing there feeling so proud 
because the rings meant that we were 
really seniors and everying. You were 
comparing mine and yours, and in- 
stead of giving mine back you put 
yours on my finger, and just looked 
at me and said, ‘O.K.?' You knew it 
was, though." 

The song was over, and Burke got 
up and played it again. In couples 
and small groups, like leaves floating 
downstream, the high school crowd 
began to leave the drugstore. The 

( Continued on page 2 ) 
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PRIZE-WINNING POEM 

DESPAIR 

How now to stand the pain that comes of love 
Forgotten? How to live without the goal 
Of love’s approval? How to make a life complete 
Without the thing that made that life a whole? 

To stand alone and look into the morning 

With aching heart, with empty, tight-clasped hands: 

To watch the sun rise meaningless above you: 

The river beat relentlessly its sands — 

And know that here, alone in all creation 
You stand — no peace below, no help above: 

This is the pain, the heartache, of a mortal 
Who finds, at last, there is no one to love. 

And when, one time, a heart has known such pain 
What power on earth can make it love again? 


HOPE 

If you but hold my hand within the darkness 
I shall not fear for what may come to me 
If you but stay nearby, when life is gloomy, 
Then what care I what darkness there may be? 
If you but love me in life’s hardest moments 
Then I shall hope, and hoping, I shall know 
That I can conquer them. If you but love me 
I can go on, because I love you so. 

But if you go and leave me in the darkness 
And take from me the hand that comforts me, 
Think you that I will fear again the shadows, 
Or close my eyes again, and will not see? 

Oh, no, for love is strong, and such its might 
That where it once has shone is always light. 


PHILOSOPHY 

Now in the golden light of this our life 
The shadow is most visible and clear; 

The beauty that is here is plainly seen 
When sorrow brings, most easily, a tear. 

When life is happiest, sorrow is most cruel; 

When life is saddest, joy is then most gay, 

As light is brightest in the darkest night 
And darkness seems more dark in brightest day. 
Tears cannot flow forever, nor can joy 
Forever hold sway in the human heart. 

They balance, and to each there comes his share, 
To each, of pain and pleasure, comes his part. 

And thus it is in life’s eternal fight — 

For long shall be the day, and long the night. 


stillness of late afternoon settled over 
the place; the soda- jerks lounged be- 
hind the fountain, cracking jokes and 
laughing loudly at things instilled 
with the humor of youth, unfathom- 
able to those not young of heart. 

I’m trying, I’m trying so hard, she 
thought. Over and over — it is the 
same, it is, it is. 

“But it isn’t,’’ she said. 

“Isn't what?” he asked, not caring 
much. 

“The same,” she said. 

“No,” he agreed softly. 

“I feel so lost. Nothing is right 
anymore.” 

“Not even us?” 

“No,” she said, “not even us.” 

“Why do people grow up so 
young?” he asked, but Carolyn only 
shook her head and pulled his ring 
slowly off her finger. She laid it on 
the table before him. 

“Good-by,” she said. 

He took the ring and put it on. It 
stuck on the knuckle, and he pushed 
harder. Finally it slid into place. 
Carolyn stood up. She paused and 
looked sadly at her finger where the 
ring used to be. Burke looked up. 
“Good-by,” he said. 
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By 

Sylvia Lane Shears 

The Barter Players’ recent Fredericksburg pro- 
duction of T welfth Night was not only a disappoint- 
ment in respect to character portrayal, but also in the 
manner in which the comedy was staged. Last year’s 
Shakespearean presentation, Much Ado About Noth- 
ing , proved to Virginia’s theatre-goers that the Barter 
Players are capable of doing Shakespeare well, and 
disappointment was a natural reaction when Twelfth 
Night failed to live up to last year’s promise. After 
a year of additional experience with Shakespeare, the 
players should have been able to equal, if not surpass, 
their performances in Much Ado . 



The producers took to heart 
Twelfth Night’s general classification 
as a comedy. The farcical qualities 
were played up to such an extent that 
they quite overshadowed the play’s 
more polished aspects. In all prob- 
ability, this was due to a concession 
on the part of the producers to the 
respectful distance which the general 
public usually maintains between it- 
self and Shakespeare. The producers 
mistakenly attempted to portray 
Shakespeare in a manner which they 
thought the modern public would 
readily comprehend. 

The comedy more often than not 
became mere slapstick and was tedi- 
ous in its complete abandonment to 
utter nonsense. Sir Andrew Ague- 
cheek, generally conceded to be the 
most absolute fool in Shakespeare, 
was all of that; he came near being 
the personification of imbecility. 

Olivia’s steward, Malvolio, and 
Antonio, the sea captain who be- 
friended Sebastian, were interpreted 
more nearly in the fashion which 
Shakespeare probably intended than 
any of the other characters. True, the 
character of Malvolio has been va- 
riously intrepreted, but the one in the 
Barter manner, stressing his com- 
plete lack of humor and his conceited 
priggishness, has met with wide suc- 
cess. Antonio seemed the most sin- 
cere actor in the group. He neither 
overplayed nor underplayed his part 
but seemed to be living the role. 


The Barter Players took the liberty 
to introduce a character which 
Shakespeare had not included in his 
original cast. This was a lady-in- 
wating who attended Olivia. She 
took a portion of the lines intended 
for Maria, thus splitting that role 
in two. 

Olivia’s character had as little 
depth as one would expect to find 
in a children’s wading pool. She ap- 
peared frivolous and superficial, mak- 
ing a mockery of her mourning for 
her father’s death. That role can be 
imbued with a certain charm and 
subtlety which the Olivia of the 
Barter production completely lacked. 

As compared to the more lavish 
scenery used in Much Ado , the sets 
for Twelfth Night were unimagina- 
tive and colorless. One side of the 
stage represented the front of Orsino’s 
house, the other the front of Olivia’s, 
and the entire action took place in the 
space between. Even Elizabethan 
audiences, accustomed to a minimum 
of settings, would have found this 
slightly unrealistic. 

While we are disappointed in the 
Barter Theatre for the inaccuracies 
and deficiencies in their production of 
T welfth Night we can still look back 
to their small triumph with Much 
Ado About Nothing. It is this know- 
ledge of what they can do that makes 
us hopeful that next year’s Shakes- 
pearean presentation will live up to, 
or possibly exceed, our expectations. 
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Arrived recently at our library is 
a fictional biography of Lafcadio 
Hearn, MORTAL HUNGER, au- 
thored by Harry E. Wedeck. Mr. We- 
deck apparently shares the conviction 
of many contemporary writers that 
this generation of readers cannot, or 
more sympathetically, will not take 
biography as such, but must have ad- 
venturesome fictional accounts and 
thus, the reader fords pages in which 
the author, with evident pains and 
pain, has attempted to live up to the 
usual fare of the readers of this de- 
cade of gaudy historical novels. 

True, Hearn, through cowardice 
or perhaps, courage, missed any sem- 
blance of a routine life. An inherit- 
ance of a love for beauty, sparked by 


Jo Schumacher 

early childhood on the Greek Isles 
and nourished by the carefree affec- 
tion of his mother, was thwarted by 
the bleakness of the British Isles and 
the confinement of schools, and be- 
came a desire for the unnatural, the 
supernatural, the terrifying, the exot- 
ic. When, at last, free of supervision, 
his hunger drove him to this country: 
a short visit in New York, a residence 
in Cincinnati and finally New 
Orleans. In each place he sought out 
the objects and conditions of his ap- 
petite and managed to live through 
his journalistic prowess in describing 
these sensual stimulations. New 
Orleans of that day provided ample 
material for his pen and Hearn re- 
mained there for twelve years before 


going to the Caribbean and lastly 
Japan. In Japan, he held several 
teaching positions, including a pro- 
fessorship at the University of 
Tokyo. In his declining years, Hearn 
began a life of comparative physical 
leisure with his Japanese wife and 
their four children. 

Mr. Wedeck records much of this 
well, but it is regrettable that he tries 
to imitate his subject, using indes- 
criptive passages meant only for the 
pen of Hearn. 


Give man a tail 
And horse a mind 
And horse will leave 
Man far behind. 


LENORE 

By 

Roberta Terrel 

Orchids slipping lavender caresses 
Exoticly over blue-black tresses, 

Could love your sunlit curls no more than my 
Soft yellow daisies in your hair, and I. 

A sobbing bucket dripping in the night 
Can reach no higher than its well’s wet height. 

Lenore, do not demand of me dusk’s stars. 

My heart wants you despite its well-healed scars. 

No shore should live without incoming tides. 

No clouds could move without the winds rough strides. 
No world would be without God’s man and mate. 

So we must die. T hus ends my love, your hate. 


MY CHILD DREAM 
By 

Sally Rutman 

I put my slippers on and walked so still to meet the night, 
And touched her face so soft with my gloved hand, 
That, even when I feared she’d feel my presence there, 

I knew that in her heart she’d understand. 

And so it was: She called to me, and took me in her arms 

And carried me o’er all the world to see 

Her realm of stars and moon and darkened trees, 

Her home of mystery. 

And in the morn when I returned, 

I saw my slippers were of gold! 

And in my hand I found I held 
Her secrets, beautiful and bold. 
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A NAUTICAL EXTRAVAGANCE 

By 

Katherine Anne O’Meara 


I stood one day by the breezy bay, 

A’ watching the ships go by; 

When a tired tar said with a shake of his head, 

“I wish I could tell a lie.” 

“I’ve seen some sights as would jigger yer lights 
And they jiggered me own in sooth; 

But I ain’t worth a darn at spinning a yarn 
What wonders away from the truth.” 

We were out in the gig, the Rigajagig, 

Jest a mile and a half to sea; 

When Capt’n Cook with a troubled look, 

He come and he says to me: 

“Oh, Bosn Smith, make haste forthwith; 

And hemstitch the forward sail ; 

Accordion-pleat the dory sheet, 

For there’s goin’ ’o be a gail.” 

I straightway did as the captain bid, 

No sooner the job was through; 

Than the north wind, Whoof. Bounced o’er the roof 
And murderin’ lights, she blew. 

She blew the tars right off the spars, 

And the spars right off the masts; 

While sails and pails and anchors and nails 
Flew by on the wings of the blast. 

The galley shook as it blew the cook 
Straight out of the port-hole glim; 

While pots and pans and kettles and cans, 

Went clattering after him. 

It blew the fire from our gallant stove 
And the coal from our gallant bin; 

Allan Ullman, of the 
NEW YORK TIMES 
advertising dept., was 
the recipient of a copy 
of Lin Yutang’s Wis- 
dom Of China and 
India. His 5-year-old 
son was attracted by the 
colorful jacket and grab- 
bed the book. Allan 
grabbed it back. “Lay 
off, you loaf,” com- 
manded his wife. “Stop 
taking Gandhi from a 
baby,” 

* * * 

A poet came into the 
Doubleday office recent- 
ly and asked, “What do 
you pay for blank 
verse?” The telephone 
operator had the proper 
reply: “Blank checks.” 


It whistled apace ’gainst the captain’s face 
And blew the beard from his chin. 

“O’ wizzle me dead,” the captain said, 

And the words flew out of his mouth; 

“We’re lost I fear if the wind don’t vear 
And blow a while from the south.” 

O’ wizzle me dead, no sooner was said 
These words that flew from his mouth; 

Than the wind swiftly turned with a hurricane sound 
And blew straight in from the south. 

We opened our eyes in wild surprise 
And never a word to say; 

In changing her tack, the wind blew back 
The things that she’d blew away. 

She blew back the tars on to the spars 
And the spars back on to the masts; 

And she blew back the sails, the anchors, and nails, 
Which into the ship stuck fast. 

And ’fore we could look, she blew back the cook 
Straight into the galley coop: 

Back flew the pans, the kettles, and cans. 

Without even spilling the soup. 

She blew the fire back into the stove 
Where it burned in its proper place; 

And all of us cheered as she blew the beard 
Back onto the captain’s face. 

There’s more to me tale said the sailor hale 
As would jigger yer lights in sooth; 

But I ain’t worth a darn at spinning a yarn 
What wonders away from the truth. 



I don’t care ’f she is a lonely Mary Washington girl, I’m going to stay right fcere 
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By 

Mary Sue Dunaway 


Dancing is one of the oldest forms 
of art, born when primitive man 
first leaped into the air and felt the 
flow of life in his limbs. When he 
repeated these leaps in rhythmic se- 
quence, dance came into being. 

America has always been a danc- 
ing nation since the Revolutionary 
years of the minuet through the days 
of square dancing, cotillions, waltzes, 
foxtrots, and the Charleston, down 
to the present era of jitterbugging. 
With the emergence of Isadora Dun- 
can, there came into being, however, 
a new form of dance that was en- 
tirely American, the first dance of 
any consequence developed in this 
country. This product of our culture 
has been termed Modern Dance and 
it is still in its developmental stages 
today. Among those personages who 
have played a great part in the shap- 
ing of the American Dance, let us 
consider Charles Weidman, contem- 
porary choreographer, virtuoso, and 
teacher of the dance. 

Weidman was born in 1903 in 
Lincoln, Nebraska. His attention was 
early turned to dance by a concert 
given by Ruth Denis and Ted Shawn 
in 1915. Immediately he began the 
study of dance and to work alone 
on the composition of dance in the 
Denishawn style. His natural lean- 
ings to the graphic arts were turned 
over to the designing of costumes for 
dances, actual and potential. He made 
his professional debut at the age of 
seventeen soon after beginning his 
studies at the Denishawn School in 
1920, where he early established him- 
self as a soloist of importance. 

In 1928, Weidman severed his 
connection with Denishawn and cast 
his lot with Doris Humphrey, a 
young former teacher of the Denis- 
hawn School, appearing first as a 
featured artist and then as a partner 


with equal status. Together they 
have worked out a technical method 
of dance, Weidman chiefly concern- 
ing himself with its application to 
me, which is today known and taught 
as the Humphrey-Weidman techni- 
que. 

His first major dance production, 
“A Happy Hypocrite/' was given in 
1931, his treatment of which was 
witty and original and which re- 
flected great regard for dance design. 

Weidman combined mime and 
dance in his dance version of Vol- 
taire’s “Candide.” Due to its absur- 
dity, this tale was particularly adapt- 
able to Weidman’s brand of satirical 
wit and caustic comment. 

In the field of Broadway musical 
comedy and revue, Charles Weidman 
has done much toward raising the 
standards of dancing. He has staged 
dances for many of them including 
'Americana” in 1 933, followed by 
“As Thousands Cheer,” “Life Be- 
gins at Eight-Forty,” “I’d Rather Be 
Right,” and quite recently, “If the 
Shoe Fits.” 

Another outstanding work, “Ki- 
netic Pantomine,” is one of Weid- 
man’s most finished and delightful 
solos which epitomized his work in 
the creation of a form of mime — his 
essential medium. A great number of 
joint works have been produced dur- 
ing the years of his collaboration 
with Doris Humphrey. 

Weidman’s greatest distinction and 
most outstanding contribution to 
Modern Dance lies in his drawing 
together of pantomine and pure 
movement. He has most successfully 
fused these basically irreconcilable 
elements into a single medium and 
created genuinely unique theatre — 
dance material. 

He has long been active in the 
field of dance education. In addition 
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to his own professional classes, he 
has given demonstrations at many 
colleges and universities throughout 
the country. Those of us here at 
Mary Washington, who took a 
Master-lesson under him when he 
was on our campus, can testify to 
the influence and value of his efforts 
in this field. 

Today, Weidman is at the height 
of his career. Of his recent works the 
better include “Quest,” — in some 
ways the best thing he has ever done 
— "On my Mother’s Side,” “A 
House Divided,” and some group 
work based on James Thurber's 
‘Fables for Our Time.” 

When it comes to simple, direct 
gesture-play, free of social conscious 
ness or abstratetion of any kind and 
lightly s pr i n k 1 e d with humor 
Charles Weidman, truly one of 
America’s great dancers, is at his best. 
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The Enigma 

By 

Carla Kirsh 


The shiny salamander clung with 
heavy silver claws to the black cloth. 
It lay in a precarious attitude, its tail 
twisted artistically around its head 
on a strange slant. It belonged to her. 
She had always felt it a symbol and 
she wore it on all of her clothes; thus, 
this little symbol always, lay on a 
background of deepest black. 

She lay on the crumpled bed, a 
book of Cabeland Rimbaud nearby 
and on her lap a much-worn Baude- 
laire. Her eyes were hungrily devour- 
ing every line. Her face — let me see, 
can 1 in my small knowledge de- 
scribe it? The shape was as an opal, 
clean cut with great width, clear out- 
line and a pureness of unbelieveable 
bone structure. Her skin was like 
something one would see in an opium 
dream, white and fantastic, but on 
those broad cheekbones was a hue 
of the faintest red, like the stain of 
dried pomegranate juice. Her green 
slits of eyes were like those of a cat's 
which at times glowed with such 
fervour that they seemed unearthly. 
Add a straight nose and lips forming 
into a sardonic smile. How prosaic it 
seems to go chronologically into each 
feature, but it must be done. There 
was not one superfluous line, not 
one hue, one texture that did not go 
forth into making up Charlotte’s 
personality. Surrounding the outline 
of her face was long straight black 
hair and bangs. Many times I have 
seen dark moss that clings closely to 
the earth. Her hands were like this — 
thick and black, each strand seem- 
ingly clinging to the white expanse 
of forehead. 

She resembled a great panther. 
Stealthy and yet with a soul of fire 
smouldering beneath. She was sur- 
reptitious, and as cats emerge at night, 
so would Charlotte only come forth 
when there was no book of interest 
at hand. It must be said here that 
her personality was like her looks, 
complex, beautiful, wild and intri- 
guing. However, Charlotte hardly 


ever spoke. At those rare intervals 
when she did, one perceived a sharp 
imaginative brain and a supple kind 
of humor. Yet for the most part she 
observed. The reason for this was 
plausible. Her world was books and 
in books people are wonderful, with 
wisdom and great truths roll from 
their lips. It is seldom one finds this 
in the world of the living. Thus, 
Charlotte was disinterested and was 
striving for something which eluded 
her in the material world. I can still 
see her like a goddess of ice, perhaps 
pondering over some weird philo- 
sophy, thinking of a line of Rim- 
baud’s or of the fabulous houses she 
would some day design. Architecture 
is a strange and complicated art. A 
house is erected slowly and with pain. 
The formation is made from im- 
mense girders that are completely 
closed up. The soul is enclosed with- 
in, stifled and smothered. Why Char- 
lotte chose this field I do not know, 
but I feel they are related. They 
both seem so powerful and indestruc- 


table. She seemed to have the pul- 
chritude and immortality of the age- 
less pyramids, silent and as myster- 
ious as they also. When I visualize 
her houses, I see great black castles, 
cubistic huts — I know not what, but 
all done in modern form and abstract 
lines. 

Was Charlotte unhappy, you ask? 
It was said she was only happy if 
she were unhappy. To know the an- 
swer to this is as far as the possi- 
bility of making a line without an 
end. 

Was she a langurous panther, a 
strange mythical creature from a 
fairy tale, or was she a combination 
of a black and white oil paint that 
could have come from the hand of 
Goya? Do not ask me, for I do not 
know. 
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